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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
It\'s a PWP, a major PWP but | like it so | figured I\'d share. Plus it\'s more fuel for next month\'s novella ;-). 
Many thanks to Felice for the Betall 


She's flitting about the kitchen. She's doing laundry. She's wearing my shirt. God she looks hot. 

"Nik," she gasps as | come up behind her and slide my hands around her waist. "You need to make more noise." 
| just shoot her a smirk and start kissing that beautiful neck. All the way down, just nibbling and sucking along 
her collar bone. She leans her head back against my shoulder and | get to sample more of her sweet skin. It 


tastes exquisite, like last night's wine. | bury myself in her long, flowing hair drinking in her intoxicating scent. 


She lets out this mewling little moan that sounds so fucking hot it has my dick throbbing against her thigh, 
just begging to be freed. It doesn't help that she keeps rocking her hips back against me. 


| make quick work of the old shirt she's wearing, tossing it the floor, revelling in the gasp she let out as the 


cool kitchen air hit her heated skin My hands quickly make their way to her breasts, squeezing more moans 
from her heaving lungs. Once more she leans back against me, reaching her arms up to tangle her fingers in 
my hair. More moans and sweet little gasps wash over me as | run my hands down to her mound, teasing her 
gently with my fingers before slipping down further and gently rubbing her moist lips. 

Looking at her now, leaning against me, naked and sweating, | remember why | could never resist her - even 
with a Playboy model in my bed. She's the epitome of passionate, a trademark of her Spanish heritage l'm sure. 
But whatever it is that keeps her this hot-blooded, | love it. 

"Nik.oh Nik, please," she pants heavily at my ear, tugging on my hair. 

In response | quickly shuck my boxers and turn her around to face me, cupping that beautiful face in my 
hands. | can see the washer behind her and an idea presents itself almost too quickly. Oh yeah, a very naughty 
idea. 

| run my hands down to her hips and lift her slightly, urging her to sit on top of the machine. | know she's 
caught on by the smirk she flashes me as she settles herself. She wraps her legs around my waist and pulls 
me in for a deep, sensual kiss. | pull back and lift her hips just enough to push into her. 

God, she feels so good. So warm, so tight - | love this feeling. I've always loved this feeling. 

"Ooh, Nikki," she moans, her head tilting back as she digs her fingers into my shoulders. 

"God you're beautiful baby," | moan breathily. 


| move one hand up to her chest, focusing on her taut nipples and bringing my head down to them too. As | 


suck and nibble every inch of her wonderful breasts, the machine starts its spin cycle. 


"Oooh," she cries out as the vibrations shot through her body, clearly heightening her already intense pleasure. 


"Baby..baby. just.harder!" 


| don't need to be told twice. | pull her to the edge of the machine and lean forward, angling in to hit that 
sweet spot inside her as | pick up the pace. 


"Yes, yes!" Her cries are almost drowned out by the washing machine but they still manage to push me over 


the edge. 


| bury my head against her neck, grunting out her name as her walls tighten around me, pulling my orgasm 


from me with her own. 
As she leans into me, coming down off her high, the machine slows down and the load finishes. 


| pull back and brush her hair from her flushed face. God she looks so hot on top of that washing machine.. 


